10 LA - S R

THE SUN, SUNDAY,

AVUNILS NS HJHL

AUGUST 11, 1918,

St. John G. Ervine Before Fame Hit Him

By BARRETT H. CLARK.
WAS anxious to vomplele my Irisb

Odyssey by mecting  some of  the
younger representatives of the Irsh The-
atre movement.  Lennox Bobisson 1 hiad
met whey the Irish Players were in Amer-
wea, but at that time Le was <o busy selling
tickels and keeping lns eompany out of
thie- hands of the New York and Chieamao
I""Ill'l' that he Lad po tune for mterviens
or the exchange of wdeas.

And when | was an Ireland 1T was told

H wilh

of lus jrreoecipution n volunteer
army whieh was to start a revolution or
BUPPTESsS one i Cork. 1 Ll arranged (o
mest T, (0. ,“I.Jf!’.‘ll'.. the schoolmaster
drimatest, sthor of Birtheoplt and STan
rire Harte, bat the -“'-llll-i;l_‘. tenin sehednle
i Irvland, which means that there gre no
trsuns at all, deprive 1 me of the plensur

of avisit to s bome near Blarney,

A Protege of Shaw.

Tue mathor ot Mored _‘l’d]':"ll_ﬂl was the
third and last man of the gronp 1 particn
Lirly eared 1o see, and he byt an London,
I had

that a wniter whose style was so distine

Same. dines “"I’.l"'l‘1‘|l ]‘l‘“' 11 Was
tively national m tone had come to settle
i London, and whetber e mtended 1o
diguet in s later wark the people
bad known aoa hived with, T had heard
bisades that he was o protege of Bernard
Shaw, 1 lirtle Mr.
Ervine should sucenrmub o Englih anlia-
ences and lose his eharaetenste styvle and
I might ask him aboul this when

Wi i fearfal lest

fluvor.
1 xaw lam.

St. John . Ervine 1s now well knowa
us the author of three rutlier widely read
povels:  Mrs. Martin's Man, Alice and a
Family, and Changing Winds. In Octo-
ber, 1914, when I visited him at Hendon
hix name meant nothing to the publie at
large: he was merely one of a group of
“riging” voung Irishimen who had contrib-
uted a handful of grim dramatie studies
coneerned with the Tolk of the small towns
and eities of Ulster. It was the young
Trish dramatist T called on, the suthor of
Mized Marmage and The Magnammons

_ lover, and not the novelist.

Bashful, Rosy Cheeked.

Mr. Frvine and his wife live in what
looks like s model apartment. It is one
of those bright new red brick buildings
whose quaint architecture is inspired by
Tudor eastleady Hendon, or at least that
part of Hen where the Ervines live,
1¢ & new looking suburb of London, where
queer little crescents wind in and about,
losing (hemselves and the unwary wan-
derer, nnd finally eoming out unexpect-
edly at the precise spot where one started
from. 1 came upon the Arcade I was
looking for in the middle of one after-
noon in the fall of 1914, and elimbed the
parrow stairease to the second flgor.

The door was opened by s hashful and
rusy chiceked young man whom I would
sccreely have taken for Mr. Ervine had
not Bernard Shaw told me that his young
friend was' both bashful and rosy
cheeked, and had T not heard the elick
of a typewriter just inside the door,
which stopped short as I rang the bell
I stepped into a tiny apartment furnished
throughout with the best of taste in the
old English manner. We went into the
dining room, which also did duty as a
drawing room. I sat in the cormer on a
comfortable window seat, and Mr. Ervine
opposite me on a chair,

A Puzzling Fellow.

Ervine was at that time in the early
thirties. His youthful aspect was just a
hittie surprising, for who does not figure
to himsdf the stern aspect of the author
of stern works? (Indeed, I find 1t hard
to imagine the author of Futherford and
Son as a very young woman.) There
was hardly a trace of the mental stress
which must have gone to the making of
Mired Marriage on the countenance of its
ereator; unruffled serenity of soul and
contentment with life could be repd in
the clear blue eyes, the unlined forehead.
The voice was ealm and steady, and the
accent delightful, with its touch of the
porthern 1T, not unlike Bernard Shaw's,

It was not easy to get Mr. Ervine to
talk about himself. Unlike a good many
of his fellow pountrymen, he was loath to
talk, even about Limself—or, rather, espe-
eially about himself—and 1 found myself
wandering far afield from the subject 1
lioped he would eventually return to. 1
did, however, manage to extract a fow
faects from lnm, and was able to explain
to myself what T had oftened wondered
about : How it bappened that St. Jobn (.

2 ST. JOHN

Ervine, an Ulsterman and son of an U1-
sterman and a Unwonist, had come to
identify himself with the Irish National
Theatre at Dublin.

Ervine's father, though he was a roi-
estont, was a2 man of learning, and i is
related that be studied the (Gaelic la:
gunge. He was not, therefore, a violent
Protestant, and in all probability he did
nol instil in his son the traditional hatred
of the Bouth. Mr. Ervine told me that he
bad no doubt his edueation and the “aet
th t he has not always lived in Ireland
eunbled him to view with an unbinsed
mind the struggles between North and
South, to sympathize with both, and to
recognize mueh of the absurdity and de
piet the tragedy which arise from these
Struggles.

Mized Marriage, 1 said, could searcely

“The Ship of Death”
R. EDWARD STILGEBAUER, a
native of Frankfort-on-the Main,
exiled himself in Switzerland in order to
wrile Love’s Inferno, his first attack upon
Germany. It is forbidden to be sold or
read there now, at least so the pub-
lishers tell us, and we are inclined to
believe they are ecorrect. If he ever went
baek to his country he must have left
il again to write The Ship of leath,
another attack which Brentuno has just
published. This time the attack s di-
rected especially at the sinking of the
Gigantie, i. e., the Lusitama.

One balf of the book is devoted to the
suiling and sinking of this “ship of death,”
told in ecloquently dramutie style, with
some really exeellent chinracter work. There
15 a religions fanatie shoard who monop-
olizes the conversation and exerts lus un-
canny influénee for the general good of
passengers and a  beautiful Awmeriean
girl returning to England with her new-
born infant and husband. Every one
1< familiar with the terrible course of
events and so a great deal of this part
will be repetition.

The fanatie leaves the boat when a
tug comes to gel the French mail, inti-
mating that it mukes no difference where
he goes, us lns ultimate destination is un-
questionably a happy one.  Feeling as
he did about it, it would have seemed
kinder to give his place on the tug to
some one less sure of the future, but the
passengers didn’t mind, being thoroughly
cowed by his powerful eye early in the
voyage.
After

the submarine bis done its

G. ERVINE . =

have been written by any Irishman whe
had seen only one side of the question.
Lirvine replied that he supposed that was
=0, adding that his sojonrn for some yesrs
'n England had probably ensbled him to
look at the Irish question with greator
wquanimity than if be had remainel af
imme. He had always had ambitions to
wrile, nnd was ever a voracious reader, i1--
diseriminate and enthusiastie,

His years of apprenticeship were not"
wastly different, he said, from those of
other writers, and he reeounted the usual
tales about rejected stories und essays and
plays. He wrote for the newspapers for
caome years, but meantime experimented in
the novel, the essay and the drama.

Mired Marriage is Mr. Ervine's best
play. Here, he said, is the clearest state-
ment of his views on the Irish question,

deadly work and is ready to start off
agnin a woman's body is discovered tan-
gled up in the propeller, and when
brought to the captain is identified as timt
of the beautiful American previously
mentioned, whom he onee loved. The
shoek, eoming as it does on the heels of
the task just accomplished, is to great,
and the first half of the book eloses with
the loss of his reason.

The second half i« ealled The Thirteen

It is in no sense a thesis play, for it sels
before ws a human struggle, with hiving
The greater struggle of race
agninst mee, prejudice seninst prejudice

charucters,

and ereed apminst ereed  forms the back-
The tragedy of Treland s a
The sork

war.
father

;_'rullllll.
mistnderstunding

thint
a Protestant

tragedy of
ol misunderstamding IS

In Miged

of Belfast opposes L Lo s marragee toon

Varranage

Cutholie; his apposition s based entirely
upon personal feeling,

Murray, is o drama-
Mureay once

Ervine, ke T. €
List |!_\ the erraee of G,
wrolis e that Bicthright, his best play,
wis weitten with no exact knowledge of
dramatie techinigue, For twa yonrs after

the production of Birthright the young

dramntist read plays and stadicd dra-
puitie con=truction: Mawriwe Hovte, Ins
next  piay, wis admittediy - far helow
Birthright. Fryvine's expenenes was sim-
inr.

Candidus’s Letter.

We were speaking of Shaw indeed,

and”
Mr. Ervine showed me a long letter wrnit-
ten to lam by (G B S0 enticising Jane
Clegg, o later phide. T rFanember the drift
of v sentenee; #Of COlrse, vour |rI:il\ L]
That for the
fessionul stage”  The letter ran to sev-

eral Jypewritten pages, and was as Tull

one alwavs returns 1o the subject

Tine ;fm-o! i‘*’-. Jiro-

of sapre adviee ns to I'nl_\:il.!il'~. controcts
uried what the musie hall publiec wants as
a letter of instruetnions from a vaudeville
bookings offiee to a conung dramatist,

Bt Joln G. Ervine s nol one of the
dramatits who were hatehed under the
wing of the Abhey Theatre; he is willing
of conree to profit by the valuable experi-
ence of Lady Gregory and Mr. Yeats, bat
he 14 eonctantly experimenting. e kept
suflicienily i toueh with Ireland to write
his most charaeteristie plays; he profited
by his sojourn in England and produced
Jane (Clegg, a play of English lite, but not
content with being a dramatist, be turncd
to fiction and won a name for himself
with his three novels.

Perhaps Mr. Ervine s still young
enough artistieally not to have found him-
gelf; perhaps he does not yet know ex-
actly what he wanis to do. He has been
equally sueeessful as dromatist and as
novelist, Sinee 1915 he has been manager
of the Abbey Theatre, where he produeed
one of his latest plays, Jokn Ferguson.
This play is concerned with the eharacters
he knows best—the people of Ulster—and
it may be surmised that his return (o his
native land marks a revival of interest
in it.

For the time being, however, Mr. Er-
vine's literary work gs interrupted. He
was commissioned in the Dublin Fusiliers
and a reeent despateh said that as the re-
sult of wounds reeeived in action he would
lose a leg.

HReincarnations of Captain Stirn and de-
picts s ravings in a German  asylon.
He imagines himself thirteen - different
vietins of war horrors, in swift and ter-
rible suceession, and raves andibly to the
spirit of the woman he onee loved and
has killed vntil a mereiful death brings
an end to his madness.

THE SHIP OF DEATH.

GEBAUEK. Prentano s,

By Enwanrn Stir-
#1.40,

Pit" and " The Oclopus.”

understanding of the facts.”
Los Angeles Times:

Boston Post:

A nocel by the brother of Frank Norris having qualities of Story Interest,
Imagination, Power and Comprehensive Picluring of Life equal lo those of “The

SAI , I OR of Griffith
Adams

By CHARLES G. NORRIS
A vivid PICTURE of American Life.
An absorbing STORY about American People.
A scathing CRITICISM of American Methods

of Rearing and Educating Children.
What the critics have to say about this book:
Boston Transcript: “A finely significant novel written with 2 deep

“It 15 evident that the same force which made

Frank Norris a permanent meteor 1s in Charles Norris."

“An arrest.ng and truth telling story.”

N.Y.Tribune: *“This book 1s assuredly one that must be very serious 'y
reckoned with among the important fiction of today.” )

Price $1.50 Net. Postage Extra.
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